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Are God and Nature then at strife,

That Nature lends such evil dreams ?
So careful of the type she seems.

So careless of the single life ;

That I, considering everywhere

Her secret meaning in her deeds,
And finding that of fifty seeds

She often brings but one to bear,

I falter where I firmly trod,

And falling with my weight of cares
Upon the great xvorld's altar-stairs

That slope thro' darkness up to God,

I stretch lame hands of faith, and grope,
And gather dust and chaff, and call
To what I feel is Lord of all,

And faintly trust the larger hope.

In Memoriam, Iv.

For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Place

The flood may bear me far,
I hope to see my Pilot face to face

When I have crost the bar.

Crossing the Bar.

It is as the word-artificer and the magician of
speech, as the poet whose spells avail to soothe
our common cares and to sanctify our common
hopes, that we read and re-read Alfred Tennyson,
discovering in his work, perhaps, something more
than his own * faint trust *, or, rather, deriving
from the faint trust and large hope of so scrupulous
a truthseeker as Tennyson enough of firm purpose
and fast belief to rally a regiment of waverers.

* History', as Seeley reminds us, c ought to
end with something that might be called a moral.
We must not be content with those vague flourishes
which the old school of historians used to add for